INDIA AGAIN

Douglas and I were to a certain extent prepared for it. The
arena was in the shape of a horse-shoe. It was simply
' crammed with Indians of all descriptions and, with their
coloured turbans, they looked exactly like a huge mass of
flowers* The jewels worn by the Indians flashed in the
brilliant sunshine. It is, of course, well known that an
Indian always wears the best that he possesses when he
wishes to do honour to his friends or guests.

We had splendid seats allotted to us, just opposite to the
large golden thrones where Their Majesties would be
seated, with the arena all around them. As we had ample
time to spare before Their Majesties would arrive, Douglas
and I walked round and talked to our friends, and in that
way the time passed quickly. We also made our way nearer
to the glittering throng of Indians, to see more closely the
show which made such a fine effect from afar. Then there
rose shouts of excitement and, first of all, the Viceroy and
Lady Hardinge drove up to the Royal Pavilion. Lady
Hardinge, as usual, looked charming and was beautifully
though very simply dressed. I remember so clearly her
gown of dove grey with hat to match. They stood waiting
for Their Majesties, whose carriage was moving slowly
through enthusiastic and cheering crowds. The King and
Queen drove in their state robes and wore their crowns.
The Royal Pavilion, which was made in three tiers, was
supported by four columns surmounted by a huge golden
dome. It was decorated with red, that being in the Indian's
mind the Imperial colour.

Their Majesties' arrival was heralded by a salute of a
hundred and one guna. We all rose to our feet whilst the
procession passed and the Indians salaamed to Their Majes-
ties. As they alighted from their carriage, the pages met
them and took charge of their purple trains and they walked
up to their golden thrones on the dais, bowing to right and
left. The Viceroy and Lady Hardinge and the members of
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